
Them oft lamentable T rage die 

Now all thcferui cel require of them, 

J & rtoat theone will hclpe cocut the other? 

Tiswell Linin'* that thou haft no hands. 

For hands to do Romeferuice,is but vaine* 

- Lvicws « Speakcgcrtlefifterwhohath marterdthee? 
CMavcw. O that delightful I engine of her thoughts, 
That blabd them with fuch pleafing eloquence, 
h torne from forth that pretty hollow cage* 

Where like a fweet mellodic usbird itfung. 

Sweet varied nocesinchauntiog euery eare* 

Lucius • Oh fay thou for her, who hath done this deede? 
CMurc, Oh thus I found her (fraying in the Paike, 
Seeking to hide herfelfe as doth the Deare 
That hath receaude fnme vnrecuting wound. 

Tttus. It was my Deare, and he that wounded her* 
Hath burr me mare rhen had hekild me dead: 

For now I (land as one vpon a Rock, 

Inuironci with a wildernes otSea, 

Whomarkes the waxing tide, grow waue by waue* 
Expr&mg cuer whenfomeeni lous furge, 

Will in his brinifh bowels fwallow him. 

This way to death my wretched Tonnes are gone, 

Hecre ftandsmy otherfonnc^banilhtinan. 

And heeremy brother weeping at my wots , 

Butchat which giuesmy foule the grcattftfpurne, 

Is deere Lausnu, deeier then my foule. 

Had Ibutfecnethy pi&urcin thisplighr. 

It would hatie madded me : what fhall 1 doe* 

Nowc I beholde thy liuely body fo? 

Thou haft no hands to wipe away thy teares. 

Nor tongue to tell me who hath marterd thee : 

Thy husband he is dead, and for his death 
*1 hy brorhersare condemnde,and dead by this# 

Looke Alar ah Tonne Lucius looke on her, 

^ When 


of Titus Andronicw* 

When I did name her brothers, then frefti teares 

Stood on her cheekes, as doth the honny dew, 

Vpon a gathred Lillie almoft withered . (husband* 

CM Arc, Perchance fheweepesbccaufe they -aid her 
Perchance becaufc Che knowes him innocent# 

Titus, If they did kill thy husband then be ioy lull, 
Becaufethclaw hath tanerctfengeon them. 

No, no, they Would not do^ fo foule 'a deedc, 

Witnes the forrow that their fifter makes* 

Gentle LdumaUt me kide thy lips. 

Or make fome figne how I may do theeeafe: 

Shall thy good Vnde, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou and I fit round about fome Founcainc, 

Looking all downewards tobehold our chcekes 
How they areftaind in mcadowesyetnotdry, 

Withmiery flimeleftonthemby afiood. ? 

And in the Fountaioe fhall w e gaze fo long. 

Till the frefh tafte be taken from that cl eerenes, 

And mude a brine pit with our bitter teares ? 

Or fhall we cut away our hands like thine ? 

Or fhall we bite our tongues, and in dumbe fhcW* 

Paffe the remainder of out hatefull daies? 

What fhall we doe? letvsthathaue our tongues 
Plot fome dcuife of further mifery 
Tomakevs wondred at in time to come. 

Luch Sweetfatherceafe your teares, for at yourgriefe 
See how my wretched fifter fobs and weeps. 

Mart, Patience deerc Necce, good Titus drie thine eyes# 

' Titus . Ah At arcus arcus-) Brother well I wote. 

Thy napkin cannot drinke a teare of mine, 

For thou poore man haft drow ndit with thineownc# 

Luci* Ah my Latmia I will wipe thy cheekes. 

Titus, Mark^^//xmarke,Ivnderftanpber fignes, 

Had fhe a tongue to fpeake, now would ihe fay 

That 


